CHRISTMAS   DAY   IN  CHUST
For one thing, there is only the one road, at present, leading to
Carpathian-Ukraine.   It goes up hill and down dale for some
hundreds of miles, and would need a deal of improvement before
it could be used for major military operations.  For another, the
population of this remote statelet only amounts to about half a
million people. The evidence of the eye would suggest that about
half of these are Jews; actually a sixth is probably nearer the
truth. The remainder comprise some of the most miserably poor
and racially mixed people in Europe; most of them do not
themselves know what they are, but they do know that they have
nothing to eat.   Many of them speak two, three, four or five
languages or dialects, and have been successively told in the last
twenty-five years that they are Hungarians, Ruthenians, and, now,
Ukrainians.  The proportion of them who have any knowledge
of what a Ukrainian is is very small. This is not very important;
the only thing that is important for these people is that they should
be lifted out of the misery in which they live, and if anything
happens to achieve that, whether it be called the Great Ukraine
or what not, it will be welcome.
Never have I seen such poverty as reigns in Carpathian-
Ukraine, although I believe rather similar conditions existed in
Ireland, before the war, before the Irish took their affairs into their
own hands, in the days when the land was at the mercy of the
absentee landlord. Here, in these remote Carpathian hills and
valleys, the peasant has a house without a chimney, without
flooring. He builds his fire on the stamped-earth floor and the
smoke just rises and filters through the roof. Geese, pigs and goats,
if he is lucky enough to have any, share the one room with him
and his family. For food, he has insufficient quantities of maize
bread, which is only just edible. If he has half an acre of land he
may pull a rudely-fashioned plough across it himself, or turn it
over with a spade.
Money he never sees. He thinks with regret of the great days
when he could at harvest time at least go down into Hungary and
work on the big estates and bring back, as his wage, a side of
bacon for the winter. That was wealth, to him.
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